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Wednesday, June i$th.

Juliette said the other night. " fa fait du bien de manger les
asperges. fa lave la vessie." She and Marguerite had a great
banquet of snails yesterday. They and the servant ate 150.
Marguerite said " It's horribly cruel. I couldn't do it as Mother
does. She puts them alive into cold water, and lets them boil
up slowly, a petit feu. It's horribly cruel." And she went on
eating them. Last night they were again collecting snails in
the garden, and Marguerite came across one of the other sort
of snails, limaces, big things without shells. It had two tiny
little ones with it. " I can't bring myself to kill them," she
said, " but they do a lot of harm. I wish you'd kill them." I
instantly put my foot on the three. She squirmed with horror
and went off.
2,400 words of " Clayhanger " to-day.

Sunday, June

Henriette S - and her daughter R., came down yesterday for
lunch and stayed till this morning. To be plunged into this
perfectly non-artistic society was very bad for my novel.

Thursday, June
I have just (3 p.m.) finished " Clayhanger " one week in advance
of time. 160,800 words. For the last few days it has mon-
opolised me. But quite contrary to my general practice
towards the end of a novel, I have kept in magnificent health.
Tuesday, June 28th.
The journal will now be left till about the middle of August. I
am finishing up odd articles this week, and shall begin a proper
holiday on July ist, as sworn.
Sunday, July loth.
I have been reading Andrieff 's " Le Gouverneur." Pretty good,
but too long ; also sentimental in places, and to my mind in-
fluenced by * The death of Ivan Ilyitch '. A fairly good third-
rate serious artist.
This was the first full day of my seaside holiday. It takes
some time to get used to the great central fact that you have
nothing to do that must be done.
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